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SZZZAS 


When winter had melted and spring hills were 
green, 
With pinions in order and feathers apreen, : 
I watched the birds coming and listened my best, f 
As each greeted other and planned for his nest, 
For I wished much to know how they came to a 
; decide 4 
: On a place with six children housed closely beside. ‘ 


IR OM 
WUE 
: 


First, Jetty Crow said: “Welcome friends, wel- 
come all; 

Most lonely I've been since you left me last fall, 

And I trust that your homes may be happy and 
snug, 

That a fine crop you'll harvest of berry and slug. 

My house, as of old, I shall build in this tree; 

A pattern I'll follow that’s suited to me. 

Come calm or come bluster, whatever the weather, 

I'm sure we shall have a good summer together.” 


Then sang from the swale, Mr. Brisk Bobolink: 
“Hurrah for the spring! And I certainly think 

I've the loveliest spot for my safe-hidden house; 

None my rights will dispute here, not even a 
mouse. 

I know the good children who live on this farm; 

So thoughtful and kind, they will do us no harm. 

Where tenderness rules there is nothing to 
frighten ; 

The love we find here our long days will brighten.” 


‘ 


Bi; 


> 


Sa 
op 


Sir Meadowlark sang, as he rose from the ground: 

“This field is the best that I ever have found. 

Where the grass makes an emerald arch I shall 
build; 

With the gold of the sunshine my walls shall be 
filled. 

In twilight of morn and of eve I shall sing, 

For blue of the sky and for warmth of the spring. 

Bird and child I consider my friend and my 
neighbor ; 


With each I join daily in song and in labor.” 
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With trim tail aflirt, said our pert Jenny Wren: 
“I'm thankful indeed for my porch nook again; 

I have had a delightful vacation, I know, 

Tucked away in the South, from the deep winter 

snow. 

And here I am, safe from the big yellow cat; 

Each child here will see I'm protected in that; 

And, try as I will, I can think of no reason 

Why this should not be our most prosperous 


season. 
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With notes sweet and clear called the modest 
Brown Thrush: 

I'll build in full peace my good house in this brush. 

Though it’s rare that I live near the house of a 
man, 

I shall come just as close to this one as | can; 

I know in my heart, from the things I have heard, 

That those who live here feel great love for a 
bird; 

Such kindness, Tm sure, will make all my doubts 

vanish, 


And out of my breast all the fear thoughts will 
banish.” 
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Prince Oriole sang from the tip of a bough: 
“This tree is my home, and I tell you right now 

That the tender protection received year by year 

Is the reason I always am coming back here. 

A welcome to all I am sure we shall find, 

From hearts that are true and from hands that 

are kind. 
Then build in the friendship of brother to brother, 
And happy we'll be in our trust of each other.” 


And when I had heard what the birds had to say, 
I put on my hat and walked slowly away. 

From that day to this, I have wanted to meet 
Those children so thoughtful and tender and 


sweet. 
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“‘There’s music in the air, Mother,” said Pauline. ‘‘Listen to the 
raindrops playing upon the windowpané.” 

“Pooh! Pauline,” remarked Charles, “you imagine that you can 
hear music everywhere. I wish that the old rain would stop and I 
could go out and play ball.” 

“It’s a good day to read, Charles,” suggested Mother. 

“But I don’t want to read. A rainy day is all right for Pauline, 
as she can sit by the window and make doll clothes; but what can a 
boy do?” 

“‘Put on your raincoat and go to the grocery for me, dear, and 
when you come back, I'll tell you a story. Run every step of the way, 
Charles, and let the rain play with your face,” said his mother, 
laughingly. 

“T’ll pretend I’m that old Indian, Rain-in-the-Face.”’ 

Away he ran. He returned shortly with such a fresh, beaming 
countenance that his mother was happily surprised. . 

“T never knew before how much fun it is to play with the rain,” 
confessed the lad. “I pretended that I could run faster than it could 
fall, but it seemed to rain harder and harder, and we had lots of fun. 

“The grocer asked me if I weren’t afraid I’d catch cold from 
getting so wet, and I said, just like Father: ‘Oh, no, I get wet every 
time I take a bath,’ and the clerks all laughed. I was glad, for they all 
looked so cross when I went in.” 

Pauline, still sewing by the window, was softly singing: 


Pitter, patter, goes the rain, 
Oh, so many hours; 

But though it keeps me in the house, 
It’s very good for flowers. 


“*There’s a dear,” said Mother to Charles, as she helped him re- 
move the wet clothing. “When you are dressed, I'll tell you a story 
about another boy and the rain.” 
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- Then she went to the piano and played “The Raindrop,” by 
opin. 

“That sounds like thunder, Mother,” called Charles from his 
room. 

““That is just what it is meant to represent,” she replied. “Now 
listen to the gentle patter,”’ she added, playing softly. 

“Are you both ready for the story now? Very well. 

“The name of the man who composed this music was Chopin. 
One day, so the story goes, he was walking out in the country when 
suddenly a thunderstorm broke. He ran into a farmer’s barn for 
shelter. Then he climbed up into the haymow, lay down upon the 
sweet-smelling hay, and almost went to sleep. He listened to the 
raindrops falling upon the roof, watched the lightning, and heard the 
thunder. He was alone, thinking. Being a musician he began to 
imagine that the rain was playing a tune, and soon he seemed to be in 
a land of enchantment. The raindrops, the lightning flashes, and the 
thunder all seemed to weave themselves into one glorious melody, which 
Chopin began to hum. 

““When the rain had ceased, the musician went to his home, 
took his pencil and wrote the notes representing the music which he 
had heard. And this,” said Mother, patting the sheet music, “this is 
his music that I was playing.” 

“Please play it again, Mother,” begged Charles. He closed his 
eyes and imagined the story-picture as she played. 

“Thank you, Mother,” he said when she had finished. “I am 
sorry that I said what I did about the rain. I never knew before that 
there was so much beauty in it.” 

“We'll not be sorry, Son, but we'll rejoice, for you have found the 
truth about the rain.” 

“Hereafter, I am going to let the rain speak to me,” Charles said 
thoughtfully. 

“Just see how fresh the garden looks,”” called Pauline from her 
chair by the window. “I’m sure it is glad to get a bath and a drink.” 


The fluffy chickens we see here 
Are very busy, we may think; 
Some scratch, and pick up bits of food, 
But one of them will take a drink. 
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PETER AND THE CRAB 


AGNEs DEERING Moore 


““Wonder what kind of a creature I'll see today,” said Peter, 
as he settled himself down on the sand. “I wish I’d see a crawdad. 
I'd tie a little box to two of its legs and make it haul sand. Oh, 
I wish I would see one.” 

“Young fellow,” rasped a voice close beside Peter, “did I 
hear you talking about a crawdad >?” 

““Well—um—I wasn’t exactly talking about it. I merely men- 
tioned its name and—” 

“Young fellow, don’t you be a-trying to tell me a story. I won’t 
stand it. You said you were going to make that poor crawdad 
haul sand, now, didn’t you?” 

““Why—why—yes, I did. How did you know? But I say, you’re 
not a crawdad. I don’t know ’xactly what you are, but you’re not that.” 

“T should say I’m not. I’m a crab. My full name is Mr. 
Crawford Crab Decapoda. I belong to the crustacean family, as does 
Carrie Crawdad.” 

“Oh, then you are her brother!” exclaimed Peter. 

“She is only a distant relative. My branch of the family is far 
superior to hers. In fact, we are superior to all other crustaceans, 
including shrimps, lobsters, and prawns. 

“Are you related to the lobsters, too?” 

“Yes. What’s so surprising about that? Why, i in one ‘a the 
early stages of our development we even look like them.” 

“But they have tails and you haven't,” objected Peter. 

““My dear young fellow, I'll have you to know that we had long 
tails, too, when we were young. Yes, sir, in all our early stages we 
had long tails.” 

“‘And what became of them?” asked Peter, sympathetically. 

““We lost them. You see, although we grow larger, our shells 
remain the same size and so, of course, are too tight for us. We 
have to change them very often for we grow quite rapidly while we are 
still young. Every time we change our shells we get new tails, un- 
til we are quite grown up and don’t need them. When we have become 
quite old and have ceased to grow, we seldom, if ever, have to change 
our shells. And it is such a relief not to have to change them any 
more. Why, you’ve no idea what hard work it is. In addition to 


= 
3 


12 WEE WISDOM 


“Are all crabs as nice-looking as you2” 
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losing our shells, we lose the lining of our mouths and stomachs, and 
also the outer covering of our eyes. Of course we look very pretty 
in our new shells. That helps some. I suppose you know that all 
we crabs don’t look alike.” 

don’t you>”’ asked Peter. 

“We certainly do not—not any more than all you human beings 
look alike. To be sure, we all have five pairs of legs, four walking 
legs and the pair with claws on them, but there the resemblance ends, 
for some of us are broader than we are long and some of us are longer 
than we are broad. Those I last mentioned are much the best looking. 
I’m longer than I’m broad. See, quite graceful, am I not? And see 
what nice prominent eyes I have—on stalks, they are. They ‘show 
off’ much better that way. Don’t you think so? Our eyes also have 
the power of motion and we can turn them about in different directions. 
This is very helpful when we look about for food, though we mostly 
depend on our sense of smell to help us find food. 

“Besides being different in shape, we are different in color also, 

ranging from black to white, through all the colors of the rainbow. 
The green and the blue and the gray crabs are the most common, 
though you will find some bright reds and greens. 

“Of course our color depends on where we live. We can be 
found in almost any of the seas, and some of us live on dry land 
among the moist herbage or in the sand. Some crabs even live in 
fresh water; you probably will find them in the warmer climates.” 

“Do all crabs—are all crabs as nice-looking as you, Mr. Craw- 
ford Crab De—” 

““Crawford—just call me Crawford. Well, perhaps you might 
add Crab. That sounds more dignified. But to answer your question: 
Young fellow, I’m glad you put it that way, for I really am nice- 
looking—a great deal better than that—I’m handsome, I’m handsome, 
and no mistake. However, some might prefer the short fat ones to 
those of a more graceful build. Why, I’ve even heard some of the 
sea people say that Fanny Fiddler Crab is the most beautiful.” 

“Fannie Fiddler Crab>” inquired Peter. “What does she look 
like?” 

“Oh, she is a poor deformed creature who thinks that she is 
beautiful because she is different from most of us. She has one large 
claw and one small one, opposite each other of course. The large 
claw is held in such a way as to represent a violin and the small one 
reminds one of the bow. She is an affected piece of crabanity, and I, 
for one, can’t bear her. 

““Now, her cousin—and mine, also, though I don’t see much of 
her—Miss Sophia Spider Crab, is a sweet little thing, a bit ungainly, 
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perhaps, as she resembles in a general way your friend, the spider. 
Still, I wouldn’t call her homely, and she really is a dear. You have 
heard of Miss Purse Crab and Mr. Hermit Crab, no doubt >” 

“No, I haven’t. I thought they all were just plain crabs. Why, 


I didn’t know there were so many different kinds.” 


“Pooh, I haven’t told you about any at all. Now possibly you 
wouldn’t believe me, but I’m not exaggerating in the least when I 
tell you that there are more than one thousand different kinds of crabs. 
And there are almost as many sizes as there are kinds. There is the 
Japanese crab that measures from fifteen to eighteen inches, and then 
there is the tiny specimen that measures only a fraction of an inch 
across. And I might add another important fact.” Here it stopped 
and waved its clawlike appendages about in a most impressive manner. 
“The women all are larger than the men. Now what do you think of 
that? I’m a gentleman crab, you know.” 

“T thought you were,” said Peter. 

“You did! Well I’d like to know why somebody’s been telling 
secrets. I declare, that’s too bad. I don’t talk about myself very 
often, but when I do I like to tell all that there is to be told. Oh, 
me, oh my!” Poor Crawford clasped and unclasped his claws in a 
most melancholy manner. Suddenly he brightened. 

“T’ll bet I know another thing that you don’t know. I'll bet 
you don’t know where we keep our eggs.” 

““No; where?” asked Peter breathlessly. 

““‘We carry them around with us, underneath our bodies—that is, 
the women do. Thank goodness, we men don’t have to bother with 
such things. 

“But our gills—I wish I had time to tell you about our gills. 
We have two on each side of our body, and they are very ornamental. 
But I really must be off. If you want to know anything more about 
us you will find all there is to know, in any number of books, as our 
family is a very ancient and important one. Good-by.” 

And off the crab sidled into the water, leaving Peter to wonder 
whether or not he really had seen a crab. 
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HarRIET PUTNAM 


Sweet April Day! She cannot wear 
A flowered hat and gown, 

/ | As other little ladies do 

When they go up to town; 


For roguish Master Cloud waits there, 
Below the bluest sky, 

To sprinkle little April Day 
As she trips lightly by. 


But through her tears she quickly 
smiles, 


For well she knows a sunny face 
Drives Master Cloud away! 


=a 


otc 


457 


} Our winsome April Day, 
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oA OF THE SHOSHONE INDIANS ~~ > 
EDWARD GOWAR 


Part II] 


When she approached the village, she saw her sister, still gos- 
siping with the neighbors and displaying her wonderful obi necklace 
which was to work such wonders. 

Notwithstanding the laughter and jeers with which she was 
greeted by the idlers in the village, Sacajawea hurried on. They cried 
shame upon her, for venturing to go near the great chief’s lodge in her 
ridiculous dress. The dogs even barked at her uncouth appearance, 
but she did not stop until she reached the door of the chief’s lodge. 
There stood the invisible chief's sister, waiting. 

Then, indeed, Sacajawea trembled with fear and dismay. But 
the great chief’s sister spoke very kindly to her and asked, in a gentle 
voice, what she sought at the lodge. 


Sacajawea answered 
timidly that she hoped to see 
the invisible chief, by means 
of her obi charm. 

“Come, then,” said the 
chief’s sister, offering her 
hand; “he will even now be 
coming over the lake. Come 
and tell me whether you can 
see him.” 

3 All the village won- 

«ered, to see Sacajawea 

walking hand in hand with 

the chief’s sister; and her own sister called out to her words of shame 
and reproach, but Sacajawea heeded her not. 

Presently, when Sacajawea was looking out upon the lake, she 
cried aloud: “I see him! Oh! I see him!” 

““What is he like, and how is he clothed?” asked his sister. 

“‘He is handsome, and terrible,” answered the maiden. “His 
garments are like the rainbow for beauty; and the glory that follows 
his canoe is like the path of light in the sky on a frosty night.” 

““Y ou have indeed seen him,” declared his sister. “Come with me 
to the lodge. I shall prepare you to receive him when he comes home.” 


She led Sacajawea back to the lodge, where she rubbed her 
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scarred skin with oils in which were the bruised leaves of sweetly scented 
herbs, and the burns and the scars disappeared. She combed Saca- 
jawea’s dusky hair, and it shone black and glossy, and hung nearly 
to the ground; the girl’s eyes glistened like the stars, with a happiness 
that she had never known before. 

Then the chief’s sister brought out a beautiful wedding garment 
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“He will even now be coming over the lake.” 


of white doeskin, richly embroidered with beads, and clothed Saca- 
jawea in this. She led her to the bride’s seat of honor, just as the 
invisible chief—invisible no longer—entered. He greeted Sacajawea 
with a glad smile, and welcomed her to his home. She became his 
bride, and they lived happily ever after. 


(The End) 
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SAVED 


BEATRICE ANTHONY (11 years) 
Ocean City, N. J. 


Marie started to the woods. It was a lovely day and she knew 
that she would not get another chance to go that spring, as her family 
was moving to the seashore that week. 

Suddenly Marie spied a flower that she had never seen before. 
She ran to pick it. It was a kind of daisy that was very rare in that 
section, and Marie looked around for more. She saw some in a place 
that she had never before explored. When she reached the spot she 
found more flowers. She delightedly ran from one to another and 
before she realized it she was a long way from home. 

Then she came to the railroad. She started to run across, but 
she tripped on a rail and caught her foot. She could not get it loose. 

It was then that she realized the situation. She was lost and could not 
help herself. Then Marie remembered that she was a Wee and 
she asked God to help her. 

Suddenly she heard Rover’s bark! He had followed her! 
Marie whistled for him and he came joyously barking. 

With his sharp teeth Rover chewed Marie’s shoe away from her 
5 releasing her. Just as she was free, Marie heard the whistle 
of a train! 


She thanked God for sending Rover to release her. 


RAINDROPS 


CHARLINE HuBErtT (10 years) 
Orange, Tex. 
I love the little raindrops; 
I could watch them day and night, 
For the wonders of God who sends sunshine and rain 


Fill my heart with delight. 


YOUNG 
SNS. 
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SPRINGTIME 


Joy QUEEN 
Roturua, N. Z. 
In the early springtime, 
With its gentle falling showers, 
We welcome Mr. Sunshine, 
Who wakens up the flowers. 


Peeping up above the earth 
We see a wee green shoot, 


And far down below 
It sends a helpful root. 


When the shoot grows up 
There'll be some pretty flowers. 
Be thankful for the sunshine, 


And welcome springtime showers. 


HER LIFE GREW BRIGHTER 
LuciLe B. BRAMAN 


Jamaica, N. Y. 
Evelyn Morris was a little lame girl about ten years of age. She = 
could not walk, and the doctor had given up hope of her ever being = 


able to walk. She sat in a chair by the window all day long, and 
watched her friends playing. She often wished that she could play 
with them. These friends all loved Evelyn and came to see her often. 

One day her cousin brought her a Wee Wisdom magazine. Eve- 
lyn loved to read and she enjoyed the magazine very much. She a 
prayed The Prayer of Faith and the friends prayed that Evelyn might eS . 
grow strong and well so that she could be with them. Day by day 
Evelyn improved, and was soon able to walk. She always thanked 


God for what he had done for her. 


HOW GOD CARES FOR ME 


Mary Etta Brooks (8 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
I am not afraid at night, = 
Because my thoughts are all so bright. a 
I think such lovely, happy things 
That good floats about me on airy wings. 
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NEVER SAD 


KaARENE WILLSEY (11 years) 
Columbia River, Wash. 


Little rivulet, little brook, 

You carry such a funny look; 

You’re always blue and always new, 
Yet nothing but mud can streak the blue. 


You’re always blue, yet never seem sad, 

But you’re always laughing and you always seem glad; 
So I guess you’re a descendant of the two; 

You never seem sad, but you’re always blue. 


THE COMING OF SPRING 
Harriet H. MELKA (15 years) 
St. Louis, Mo. 


The breath of violets fills the air, 
Roses are nodding everywhere; 
The joy of spring fills every heart; 
So now, dear Winter, we must part. 


lovely Dlossoms on Hie: kro 
spring air throw, 
nd hidden at the heart of each 
tiny apple wakes Sow 
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A SACK FOR FRANCES JANE 


What busy little mothers some of you have been during the last 
month, making hoods and socks to keep Baby Doll nice and warm. 
Busy Sunbeams is surely your name, that is, the name of all of you 
who go about your work with joy and gladness, whether it be at home 
or at school, whether it be a task to be done for another, or something 
to be accomplished for yourselves. Whether you are drying dishes 
for Mother or making something for your doll baby, be a sunbeam, 
not a shadow. If you are a sunbeam, things will simply grow under 
your hand as flowers and plants grow when the sun shines on them. 
So shine out, bless everything and everybody in your world, and create 
happiness. 

is month we shall learn to make the little sack that Frances 
Jane wore when she had her picture taken for you. Get last month’s 
Wee Wisdom and look at this picture closely, and know that you are 
going to make for your doll baby just as pretty a sack as the one that 
Frances Jane wears. 

Watch the directions very carefully, as the sack may be a little 
harder to make than the hood and the socks. But that is all right, 
isn’t it? For who wants always to do only the easy things? So let us 
get our wool and our bone crochet hook, and we shall be ready to start. 

First row: Make 59 ch. Then make | dc in the eighth ch from 
the hook. This makes a little square which we call a space, and in- 
stead of writing the whole word out we use the two letters, “sp.” Let 
‘us make 17 more of these spaces on our chain by making 2 ch; then on 
the third ch from the last used, make | dc; then ch 2 again and | de 
on the third ch from last used. Continue in this way to the end of 
your long chain, then count and see whether you have 18 sp. Right? 


(ea: rea EAMS fo) 
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Ch e turn your work around and crochet back over the row just fin- 
ished. 

Second row: Make | sp on each of 5 sp by making | dc on 
each de with 2 ch between each. Ch 2, | dc in the same dc that you 
last used; 4 sp on the next 4 sp, ch 2, | dc on the last dc used, 4 sp 
on the next 4 sp, ch 2, one dc on the last de used, then 5 sp on the next 
5 sp and the row is finished. Count the spaces and see whether you 
have 21 spaces. Ch 5 and turn. ; 

Third row: 5 sp, ch 2, | de on last de used, | sp on next sp, 
ch 2, | de on last de used. This is making the shoulder and getting 
ready for the sleeve. Next, 4 sp, ch 2, | de on last de used. 1 sp 
on next sp, ch 2, one dc on last de used. 4 sp, ch 2, | dc on last de 
used. 1 sp, ch 2, one dc on last de used. 5 sp, and the row is finished. 
Count now, and see that you have 27 sp; ch 5, turn. Perhaps you 
can tell better how to make these rows if you look at the little diagram 

Beginning of sack. Ss, 
This is the hardest 
£ row, but it will be 
easy if you watch 


carefully. All the 


others are very easy. 


% 
TIA 
AT TTI 5 sp, ch 2, | de on 
the last de used, ch 
2. Now make 2 dc on each of the next 3 dc, with 2 ch between each 
de. 4 sp, ch 2, | dc in the last de used, ch 2. Now make 2 dc on 
each of the next 3 de with 2 ch between each de. 4 sp, ch 2, | de in 
last de used, ch 2, then again 2 dec in each of the next 3 de with 2 ch 
between each dc, then 5 sp. There should be 39 sp on this row. Ch 
5 and turn. The fifth, sixth, and seventh rows will be made alike, | 
sp on each sp, with 5 ch on turning, this making 39 sp on each row. 
Count them after you finish the row to see that you are right. 

Eighth row: 6 sp, ch 17, skip 7 sp; that means, do not make any- 
thing on them. Thus we make the armhole, on which we shall later 
crochet the sleeves. After skipping the 7 sp, make | sp on the next 13 
sp, ch 17. Skip 7 sp for the other armhole. Then make | sp on each 
sp to end of row. They count: 6 sp, 17 ch, 13 sp, 17 ch, 6 sp; ch 
5 and turn. 

Ninth row: 6 sp on 6 sp, then 6 sp on the 17 ch, skipping 2 ch 
between each dc. 13 sp, 6 sp on the ch, then | sp on each sp to end 
of row. There should be 37 sp on this row. Now you can make as 
many rows of 37 sp with 5 ch to turn as needed to make the sack long 
enough for your baby doll. Frances Jane’s sack has 13 more rows. 
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After you finish the last row, without breaking the wool, make 
an edge all around the sack, bottom, sides, and neck, to match the 
hood and the socks. This is the way: Make 2 sc under each sp with 
5 ch between. Remember, for sc you do not throw the wool over the 
hook. On the corners make 3 sc with the 5 ch between. Then break 
the wool and fasten it. 

Now we shall make the sleeves. Fasten the wool under the arm- 
hole on a dc, ch 5, | sp on each sp around the armhole, sl st under 5 
ch, ch 5; do not turn for this work, but crochet around and around. 
I sp on each sp. Then sl st under 5 ch to finish a row, and start the 
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The sack. 


next one with 5 ch. Make as many rows as needed to make the sleeve 
the right length for your baby doll. After sl st under the 5 ch, make 
5 ch again, and make 2 sc under each sp, with 5 ch between each sc. 
When the other sleeve is finished, run the ribbon in the spaces around 
the neck—also around the sleeves if you care for it there. Then the 
sack is ready for your dolly to use. 

Next month we shall learn how to cut some patterns for the dollies, 
and make some little underslips and dresses for the warm summer days 
that are near. Perhaps you will learn from these little garments how 
to help Mother make some garments for yourself. So be ready—and 
remember to be a sunbeam instead of a shadow. 
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Every froggy every spring, 
Every eve must shrilly sing; 
froggy. chirp your 


We'll all listen—sure we 
will. 


Froggy, froggy, don't you 
now, 

Old Jack Frost will nip a toe 

If you don't keep in your 
nose 


While old J ackie’s north 


wind blows? 


Froggy, froggy, bide a wee, 
Till greening sward and 
budding tree 
And April's warm, life-giving 

rain 
Make your coming safe 
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JOOS TER 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we shall mail 
you a cap. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I received your magazine as a gift from Mother 
Brinson to me. I do not think she could have given me a better gift than the Wee 
Wisdom. I read it through. It is very interesting. It has brought joy to me 
this whole day through. I have no mother. Jesus and Mother Brinson are all that 
I have in the way of a mother. Jesus said that he would be a mother for the 
motherless; I am trusting him. I accepted him as my personal Savior four years 
ago. He has brought a wonderful change in my life. I shall always praise 
Mother Brinson. She always had me read the best things; that is why she chose 
Wee Wisdom. I shall always praise her as a mother. She has acted a mother’s 
part, not for me only, but for many. She always had me get up early on Sun- 
day morning for Sunday school and church. She didn’t have me go alone, as 
some mothers do; she led the way.—Mamie Smith. 

Dear Wees—I have been taking your magazine for more than a year. 
I like it very much and find it a great help. I have a girl friend who was so sick 
she was not able to get out of bed for a year. I gave her my magazines, and she 
can now crawl about the house and even walk a little—Frances Nash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI say The Prayer of Faith every day, and I am doing 
well in my work. We all love to read Wee Wisdom. I cannot thank you 
enough for the wonderful work you have done for me.—Catherine Bouden. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to thank you for your prayers and also for 
sending me Wee Wisdom. I also thank my mother for having it sent to me. I 
like Wee Wisdom so well that I cannot select a story which I like best. Your 
prayers are helping me very much.—Stanley Collins. 

ear Wee Wisdom—My aunt gave you to me as a present, and I’ve been 
very much delighted with your poems and stories. One afternoon I caught cold. 
I had it for two or three days, but I thought of one of the lines in The Prayer 
of Faith, ““God is my health, I can’t be sick.”” I said that over and over to 
myself, and the next day I was feeling much better. I'll be very glad to pray 
for all the Wees to have courage for their tasks—Melba Daugherty. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you so much that I want you for another year. 
I picked up walnuts and earned a dollar to pay for my subscription—Evelyn 
Polhemus. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken Wee Wisdom for two years, and I 
find it more interesting every month.—Leonard Butler. 

Dear Wee Wisdom editors—I like Wee Wisdom and I hope it will grow 
until it gives happiness to every little girl and boy on earth—Margaret Lewis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little Japanese girl, four years young and | 
speak English very well. I go to Miss Foulks’ Sunday school (Unity Sunday 
school), and I like it fine. On my birthday I had a cake with four candles and 
a lot of cherries on it. I like Wee Wisdom and I like it for Christmas; my 
papa will read it to me.—Yoho (Mary) Hayashi. 

Dear Unity—I do not wish to miss a copy of dear Wee Wisdom. I 
have learned many good things from it and I am sure that if I continue to read it 
I shall know better how to live-—John Abel. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoyed the first copy of you very much. I like 
all that is in it. I shall be glad when the next one comes.—Doris Lindsay. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I find that your stories are doing me a world of good, 
they have such good wholesome morals in them.—Olive Toner. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read your little book through and I enjoy it 
very much. I particularly like Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks——Beatrice Clough. 

Dear Unity—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like its stories, prayers, 
and poems, but best of all I like the Young Authors’ department.—Louise 
W hiteside. 

Dear Unity—I am getting along just fine with my Wee Wisdom. I read 
every one through. I love the stories in them. I give my Wee Wisdoms to my 
little cousin after I read them.—Edward McGuint. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Elnora Sears; Martha Wildey; Mary E. Lansing; Lois Cornell; Gene- 
vieve Cole; Emily Sherman; Peggy Chandler; Gwendyl Karr; Kenneth Banks 
and sister; Margaret Lewis; Alice Carter; Barbara Sweeter; Caroline H. Grant; 
John Turner; Dwight Smith; Evelyn Carter; Katherine McMillan; Vera 
Kadaw; Frances Nash; Evelyn Hakamon; Sadie Wilson; Dan Tauriello; 
Esther Annis; George MacDonald; Sylvia Amick; Dorothy Baker; Phyllis 
Baker; Mildred Healy; Stina Johneoa:; Wilma Lee Heer; Orville Charlton; 
Wallace Kern; Louisa Pauline Bauman; Sibyl Gerrish; Andrew Warner; 
Janet Slealts; Ruth Gorbell; Evangeline Johneon: Elmer ‘A. Higgins; Wini 
Gumpert; LeRoy Pace; Ruby Pearl Dewell; Alice Savage; Carolyn Brown; 
Hunter McCullough; Dorothy J. Brown. 
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WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


John C. Morton, jr., 709 Anaheim st., Pittsburgh, Pa.; Eleanor Mc- 
Comisky, c/o Mr. J. C. Carter, Dade City, Fla.; Delphine M. Kendall, 104 
Main st., Pittsfield, Me.; Norah Berry, 7 Lomeshaye road, Nelson, Lanc., 
Eng.; Evelyn Carter, box 155, Ozark, Ark.; Ruth Heydenrick, 383 N. Grove 
st., East Orange, N. J.; Evelyn Hakamon, 171 Beech st., Waverly, Mass.; 
Sylvia Amick, Woodworth, N. D.; Ethel Jane Neely, 1726 Emmerson st., 
Evanston, IIl.; Ruth Sanders, 1205 W. 33d st., Little Rock, Ark.; Wallace 
Kern, 807 Exposition bldg., New Orleans, La.; Ruth Gorbell, 138 Archibald 
st., Moncton, N. B., Can.; Mary Jane Kent, 302 W. Robert st., Hammond, 
La.; Evelyn Dolph, 1301 State ave., Kansas City, Kan.; Helen Daisy Doyle, 
219 N. Hobart st., West Philadelphia, Pa.; Frances Dunham, Emmett, Kan.; 


Carolyn Brown, Unionville, Nev.; Dorothy Brown, Unionville, Nev. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 
Elnora Sears: success in school work; Margaret Giles: control of temper; 


Genevieve Cole: health for grandmother and self; Billie Louisa Wylde: health 
for friend; Geraldine ‘Coon: ability to learn history and geography; Margaret 
Grah: school work; Ila Herbst: quietness and school work; Sophronia Scruggs: 
school work, health, and strength; Mae Etta Garrett: prosperity and happiness 
for family; Vera Kadaw: school work; Dwight Smith: to stop biting finger 
nails; Dina Hartwell: school work; Tony Yonke: industry, obedience and love 
to father; Ruth E. Fruh: school work; Roy Kapple: to be cured of stammering; 
Evelyn Hull: arithmetic; Denis Brownlee: obedience, politeness, school work, 
good temper; Catherine Bouden: help in studies for self and brother; Stanley 
Collins: arithmetic; Elmer A. Higgins: school work for self and sister, and 
mother’s health; Bernice Hadler: school work; Kathleen Llewellyn: self-control ; 
Alice Savage: to be a good girl; Roy, jr.: prosperity. 


EASTER HOUSE 
This Easter egg a house would 


make 


For some cute little bunny; 


If I should find a nest of such, 
I think that would be funny. 
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Dear Wees: 


A joyous Easter to you. 

Easter comes to remind us that life can be made new each day, 
and that the lovely colors of springtime are but another form of the 
loveliness which God’s life can bring forth in us. 

Easter is the longest holiday that I find in the year. I begin to 
feel it at Christmas, and as the Easter date draws nearer and nearer, 
I get more and more of the Easter feeling. No matter if there are 
blustery snows and icy streets, I can feel the flowers begin to yawn and 
stretch themselves in their beds. ““We must get up for Easter,” they say. 
Then they smile and begin to wriggle into their spring clothes. I am 
sure that you know what I mean: They begin to grow, down there un- 
der the sod, and to form leaves and buds with which to decorate the 
earth for Easter Sunday. 

At this time the birds begin to get the Easter feeling. Quick 
thoughts dart through little heads, and a longing for swift, steady 
flight begins to tingle in little wings. ‘““We must be there for Easter,” 
they say. They look at the birds’ clock, to see if it is time for them 
to start. Of course you know that the birds’ clock is the sky, with 
hands of sun and stars, to tell the birds when to start north. 

The leaves that are folded in the branches of the trees, say: 
““‘We must be in time for Easter.” Then the trees pack their lunch 
basket for the trip, and there is always plenty of food for each leaf. I 
am sure that you know that the food is the sap which feeds the buds 
and helps them to grow, that there may be shade and shelter for birds 
nests and for happy children in the summer time. 

The little breezes that play through the southland, also begin to 
think of Easter. They say: “Let us be ready to start at the right 
moment; it would never do for us to be late for Easter.” They put 
on their traveling wraps, and hurry north. By “traveling wraps” you 
are sure to understand that I mean the crisp freshness of the first spring 
breezes that come from the south. 

So while the snow scurries and the winter winds nip, I think of 
all that lovely host that is preparing to come to us, and I say: “I must 
get back for Easter.” Now you perfectly know my meaning: I must 
think and feel the Christ life which lifts us into God’s life. The Christ 
life drives winter out of the mind and makes all of life to be new and 


beautiful. 
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And now I am going to keep Easter not only from Christmas until 
spring, but the whole year through. The feeling of growing flowers, 
birds coming back, and life made new in all ways is the happiest feeling 


I know. With love, 


Hho Editor 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Lessons Young Students 


IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 
OUR PERFECT BROTHER; THE BUILDER 


Little is known of the life of our Perfect Brother from the time 
in which his parents found him talking with the learned men in the 
temple, until he was baptized by John. 

But we know some important things about him, even in that ob- 
scure period of his life. It is said that after he had returned to 
Nazareth he was subject to Mary and Joseph. This means that he 
was obedient to them. Obedience to parents helps us to know the 
will of God, for our human parents are symbols of our divine Father- 
Mother. 

Joseph was a carpenter; Jesus learned the trade of carpentry and 
worked in Joseph’s shop. A builder of houses serves the world. 
There was a time when the people of the world lived in caves; but as 
mankind became civilized, houses became necessary. The one who 
builds a house makes a place where love thrives, and no other occupa- 
tion gives the worker greater range for imagination and ideals. I am 
sure that our Perfect Brother had glorious visions of the happy people 
who would live in the houses which he helped to make ready. 

Of those days in which the boy was growing into manhood, the 
Bible says: “Jesus advanced in wisdom and stature, and in favor with 
God and man.” I see him now as straight and slender of form, 
with uplifted head, a frank manner, and an eager, beautiful coun- 
tenance. His eyes hold a light which no one can describe; they are so 
clear and so steady and so knowing that a look from them makes one 
wonder. 

He was gentle toward the birds and to all little creatures; he was 
tender toward people, and a good friend to the companions of his youth. 
But there were times when he walked apart from all others; times 
when the Mystery spoke to him and revealed to him more of itself. 

While he meditated and while he worked with the tools and the 
materials in the shop of Joseph, he learned what it is to be a builder, 
and he learned the nature of the building which he was to construct. 
— when he had become a teacher, he called this building the 
temple. 

So clear was his vision of life that he saw life everywhere, and he 
saw the universe as the great house which God has built for his children. 
He saw that states of mind are houses built by our thoughts, and that 
we live in these houses, each one living in the house which his thought 
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has made. He said: “In my Father’s house are many mansions.” We 
think of a mansion as a large house, but our Perfect Brother knew that 
the Father’s house of life is large enough to hold all the worlds. 

The Father’s heart is the house from which we can never go out. 
There is always an outer form for every state of mind, and the body 
is the most important of the outer forms. Our Perfect Brother, know- 
ing that we live in God, knew also that we must be perfect, clean, and 
beautiful in our minds, that we may build perfect bodies, or temples. 

The body temple which he built was perfect. “To the building 
of this temple he gave his firm, sweet, beautiful thoughts, from the time 
when he said he must be in the Father’s house, through the years of 
his work in the carpenter shop, and while he was teaching the people 
who were so eager to hear his words. 

“Destroy this temple, and in three days I will raise it up,” he said. 
The people who heard him say this thought that he spoke of the 
temple at Jerusalem; they reminded him that it had required forty-six 
years to build that temple, and they could not understand why he 


should claim to be able to raise it up in three days. But he meant his 


body. 

We build with our thoughts. Our Perfect Brother built his tem- 
ple with thoughts of praise and prayer to the Father. He built it upon 
the foundation of the Father’s life, which is never destroyed, never hurt; 
which is always perfect, always present. He built it after the plan 
of life which the Father has made for us, a plan which is so beautiful 
that it reveals to us new beauties daily, when we build as our Per- 
fect Brother built. 


The rain comes out of the sky, 
The wheat comes out of the 
sod; 
But whether from sky or from 
fruitful earth, 
Our blessings come out of 
God. 


TABLE 
BLESSING 
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he Soit tle 


fdr Coloring, &dward Christ 


/ 


Trto the ain I send my Kile. 

Whatever my kite up there see, 
When it comes it Wil me. 


You will enjoy finishing the outline drawing with pencil, before coloring. 
Finish drawing boy’s cap, dog, and so forth. Put in some shadows where 
you think they will look best. You may finish the picture in any way you like. 
What a fine chance to use bright colors! In the spring the sky is usually a light 


* blue and the foliage is a yellowish green. Color the hills purple and brown. 
‘4 Leave the clouds white. Tint the kite red. From the primary colors, red, yel- 
i low, and blue we can produce the secondary colors, orange, green, and purple. 
q Orange is made by mixing red and yellow. All greens are made by mixing 


blue and yellow. 

Green and violet are cold colors. Blue is the coldest. If a picture is to 
have distance it is well to bear in mind that warm colors suggest nearness and 
; cold shades give distance. Where the sunlight strikes, colors should be warm. 
: Violet is made by mixing blue and red. Tint your picture so beautifully that 
everybody who sees it will say: “‘Isn’t it pretty!” 
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3, Aprit 20, 1924. 
EASTER LESSON—THE RISEN CHRIST.—Mark 16:1-15. 


GOLDEN TExT—But now hath Christ been raised from the dead, the 
first-fruits of them that are asleep.—I Cor. 15:20. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


When we xead the story of Jesus’ rising from the grave we should 
learn from it that the spirit in us can rise out of all error thoughts. To us 
the death of Jesus and the tomb in which his body was laid stand for the 
lowest thoughts of error that we can have. 

Jesus had taught his followers that they could overcome thoughts of 
poverty and of discord and of sickness. But those who heard his words 
still thought that he could not overcome death. Jesus knew that the Christ 
Spirit is a part of God and never.can die, and the only way in which he 
could make others know this was to go through the evil that they thought 
was so great, and overcome it. 

The Christ Spirit in us rises from the grave of ignorance and fear 
and error not only once, but many times. When we feel almost overcome 
by the evil about us, the divine thought in us springs into new life and comes 
forth in our words and our acts. The people about us may not believe that 
it can show life and they may sorrow greatly, as the followers of Jesus did. 

Each time the Spirit of Christ arises anew in us, great joy comes to us 
and we send the glad tidings to all parts of our bodies and our affairs. We 
also send it out to those about us, that they, too, may be glad. 

When the Spirit of Christ appears to us, as it appeared to the dis- 
ciples, it not only makes us rejoice, but it gives us wisdom and strength. It 
always has work for us to do, and it sends us to this work with these words: 
““Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to the whole creation.” 
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This means that every thought, every word, every act, and every person or 
thing about us must know that His Spirit is alive in us and saves us from all 
evil. 
LESSON QUESTIONS 

What do we learn from the story of Jesus’ rising from the grave? 

What do death and the tomb stand for in us? 

Can the Christ Spirit die? 

What great message does the Spirit of Christ give us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ rejoice because the Spirit of Christ in me 
daily rises above all error. , 
MEMORY VERSE 


To all the people of the earth 
The joyful news I'll spread: 

My Lord has triumphed o’er the grave 
And risen from the dead. 


Lesson 4, APRIL 27, 1924. 


AMOS AND HOSEA PLEADING FOR RIGHTEOUSNESS. 
—Amos 6:1-6; Hosea 6:1-6. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Hate the evil, and love the good.—Amos 5:15. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The words that come to us from Amos and Hosea teach a great tem- 
perance lesson. We know that every word and every act comes from 
thoughts and that we must learn to think aright if we would have our 
words and our acts be right. 

As Amos warned the people of Israel against their evil acts, so the 
higher thoughts in us warn us against thoughts which might bring evil upon 
us. Among these are thoughts of idleness, thoughts which might bring evil, 
which make us neglect our work for God and for our highest good; thoughts 
about our food, which make us wasteful and careless in our eating, and 
which cause us to think more of what we eat than we think of building strong 
and healthy bodies. There are also thoughts of foolish pride, which make 
us blind to our duty and to our highest good. Thoughts come to us which 
lead us into evil habits and allow our passions to rule us. 

Thoughts such as these, and many others, are the kind against which 
Amos warned the Israelites. He knew that if the people did not cleanse 
their minds of such error thinking the nation would become weak and help- 
less. God does not bring punishment to us, but our own wrong thinking gets 
us into trouble. 

While Hosea warned the people of Israel very much in the same way 
that Amos warned them, Hosea also told them of the great love of God 
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and of the care that he gives to his people if they will follow his com- 
mands. Our highest thoughts not only point out the harm in letting 
error thoughts come into our minds, but they keep us reminded of God's 
wish that we shall be happy. Then it is our duty to live Truth. We 
must know about God, and we must live as he would have us live. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What must we do to make our words and our acts right? 
What happens to us if we give way to error thoughts? 
Does God punish us? 
What is God’s wish for us? 


LEsson THOUGHT—_/ will cleanse my mind of all error thoughts and 
will remember God’s goodness to me. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I will be careful of my thoughts, 
I will not let them stray 
From things which keep me close to God 
And in his loving way. 


Lesson 5, May 4, 1924. 
THE ASSYRIAN EXILE OF ISRAEL.—II Kings 17:9-18. 


GoLDEN TExT—!/ will delight myself in thy statutes: 
I will not forget thy word.—Psalms 119:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Everything in our lives comes to us as a result of the kind of thoughts 
that we hold. God has chosen each of us to do his work upon the earth, and 
he expects us to do his will. As we turn away from him and think more 
of the things of the earth than we do of the things of God, quarrels and 
pain come upon us as they came upon the children of Israel during the years 
in which they worshiped strange gods. 

The different kings who ruled over Israel in the last days of the king- 
dom stand for the different kinds of thoughts that we permit to rule our 
minds, thoughts that prefer to follow the human will rather than to follow 
the will of God. Such thoughts quarrel among themselves and they do not 
always show love for others. If they continue to depart from the ways of 
God, the time will come when they will let evil make us captive, and our 
good thoughts, which are the children of Israel, will be driven away and 
scattered. 

The story of the little girl who helped a great general shows us how 
even a small thought of faith can lead a great thought, for which the general 
stands, to the healing power of God. If all our thoughts, great and small, 
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lead us to see only God, health and happiness are ours, and we live in 
the promised land of God’s goodness. It is only when we allow our thought 
to follow strange ideas that evil comes upon us. As the prophets of God 
gave good advice to the kings of Israel, so every thought that rules our 
minds may be taught to follow the highest good that is for us. This teaching 
comes from the voice of God within us. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Why does everything in life come to us? 
What do the different kings of Israel stand for in us? 
What kind of little thoughts can lead a great thought? 
What teaches us to follow the highest good? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will be ruled only by the thoughts that teach 
me God’s will. 
MEMORY VERSE 


If I will put my trust in God, 
With all my heart and soul, 

No evil thing can come to me; 
My faith will keep me whole. 


Lesson 6, May 11, 1924. 
JEHOIADA’S VICTORY OVER BAAL.—II Kings 11:1-4, 11-18. 


GoLpEN TExT—Be strong in the Lord, and in the strength of his 
might.—Eph. 6:10. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Jehoiada’s victory over the strange god Baal is a very good lesson 
to teach us that one strong thought of God can overcome many evil ways of 
thinking. Jehoiada means to us the wisdom of God, and he brought about 
his victory by using a little child. 

A number of kings had ruled over Judah; they had been set in their 
evil ways, and they had been led by the people to worship many gods. 
That is why the wise priest needed to work through a new king who would 
be open to the voice of the true God. 

We hope sometimes that the evil thoughts within us may become 
good, and so they will if we are open to God’s teaching. But sometimes 
a new thought that God’s wisdom sets up as ruler within us will do more 
to cleanse our minds than all the old thoughts that followed after strange 
teachings. 

Jehoiada (wisdom) made his plans very carefully, and he waited 
until the time was right to make Joash king. Joash means fullness of good. 
We need to learn to be careful and patient in setting up thoughts in our 
minds to rule us. 
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In order that wisdom may make the fullness of good the greatest thing 
in our minds, it is necessary to use the power of good; this is shown to us by 
the way in which Jehoiada made use of the soldiers. When we want the 
highest good to rule in our lives, we cannot sit still and be inactive. We 
must use the power of good to protect from harm every least thought of 
good, that it may grow into a powerful king. 

After we have given the kingdom of our minds to the highest good in 
us, and have made the promise to obey God, we then have the power 
to overthrow all the images of strange gods which may be in our minds. So 
long as we keep our promise to God, he gives us great good in our lives. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Can one strong thought of faith overcome many error thoughts ? 

Why did Jehoiada need to work through a new king to overthrow 
Baal? 

What is necessary to make good the greatest thing in our lives? 

When we want the highest good to rule in our lives, can we be inactive? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Through the power of good | will overthrow 
every evil thought in me. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I will not bow to idols, 
Nor images of stone; 


My every act of worship 
Will be to God alone. 


_ 
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THE GOLDEN EASTER EGG 


It happened very early on Easter morning, before the sun got up. 
Outside the church, the dew made a shimmering dreamland of the 
familiar neighborhood. Inside the church, in the half light, the white 
Easter lilies seemed like angel messengers, sweetly and silently pro- 
claiming the Easter dawn. 

The door of the church was open and the goose—the one that 
lays the golden eggs, you know—stepped timidly inside. She had 
risen long before cockcrow; in fact, she had waddled under the lazy 
old rooster that was snoozing on the roost. 

She was hunting a safe place in which to lay a golden egg. It 
was a serious matter, for wherever she laid a golden egg, silly folk tried 
to imprison her so that they might get all the golden eggs. They did 
not know, these selfish ones, that only when she was free did the goose 
lay eggs of gold. 

So this Easter dawn the goose stepped into the dim fragrance of 
the church, hoping that she might find a place here in which to lay 
her precious egg, and yet be far away before any one found it. 
Straight down the aisle she went, and there, before the altar, in a large 
basket all ready for the children, were hundreds of Easter eggs. There 
were purple ones and green ones, blue ones and pink ones, red ones and, 
yes, even a gilded one. At first the goose thought that the color came 
from the yellow pane of glass through which the earliest sunbeam was 
peeping, but upon looking more closely she discovered several eggs 
which, had they been a bit larger, would have passed for her very own. 

““What an excellent nest,” said the goose, stepping carefully into 
the basket. “My egg will be unnoticed among so many bright ones. 
I can make some child happy without endangering my freedom.” 

So the gleaming egg nestled among the others in the basket, and 
the goose went thankfully out to greet the rising sun. 

“Christ is risen,” rang the chimes, and all the children in their 
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gay Easter clothes hurried into the church. It was bright and full of 
color now, with the tints of the eggs repeated in the light that livened 
the stained-glass windows. 

When the rabbits hopped around to distribute the eggs, the egg of 
gold was given to a little girl with curls. 

‘How heavy it is,” she thought, “but how beautiful—brighter 
than any of the others.” She took it home and put it on the mantel, 
where it gleamed so steadily that it made the whole family glow with 
well-being. When Golden Curls closed her eyes at night she still could 
see the egg, and it made her feel warm and comfortable, and richer 
than she had ever been before in her life. “Do you know,” she said 
next morning at breakfast, “I believe I shall give that egg to Jimmy. 
He and his family have so few bright things in their house, and | won’t 
really be giving it up, because I have it in my heart.” 

So the egg gleamed from a table in Jimmy’s house and made all 
the family feel so rich that the job, which Jimmy’s father had hoped 
for, became real. Because Golden Curls had told them how she was 
keeping the image of the golden egg in her heart, Jimmy decided that 
they no longer needed it on the table when they had only to shut their 
eyes to see it. Once again it journeyed to a home that needed brighten- 
ing. Always it carried with it a sense of richness and plenty, and, above 
all, of freedom. The goose had so filled it with her love of freedom 
that it gleamed freedom wherever it went. 

How many miles the egg traveled, I do not know—perhaps from 
Swiss mountains to South sea isles. At any rate it brought to every 
one who looked upon it a knowledge that outer riches were only a 
picture of the real riches within. When they once knew that truth, 
they were never, never poor again. 

It may be that every Easter morning, before the sun drinks up the 
dew, the goose lays a golden egg among the others in the basket. 

It may even be that this Easter, while the chimes are ringing, 
“Christ is risen,” the rabbit will give the golden egg to you. 


Just see these happy ducklings run, 
Each tiny wing spread like a sail; 
To reach the goal they’re running for, 

I know they will not fail. 


| 
| 
| 


PRICES OF BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


Wee Wisdom’s Way.................. paper, $.75; cloth, $1.50 
The Garden, the Gate, and the Key .................00005 1.50 
Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Vol. I...................... 1.50 
Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Vol. II....................04.. 1.50 
Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Vol. III...................... 1.50 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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AGE 


Cut along the white lines shown in the puzzle and rearrange the 
pieces to form the picture of a Bunny Rabbit. 


ANSWER TO PUZZLE IN MARCH WEE WISDOM 
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EASTER AT HOME 

We had a lovely time on Easter 
Sunday. 

It rained, so we did not go to church; 
Daddy said that the oats needed the 
rain, and that we could keep Easter at 
home. 

It was too wet for me to hunt for 
the rabbit’s nest, but Buddy brought 
some colored eggs from the barn when 
he came in from helping Daddy. 

After the morning work had been 
done, we put on our Easter clothes. 
Daddy read us the story of Easter, out 
of the Bible, and we all talked about it. 
Then we sang, ‘‘He Rose;’’ that is one 
of the songs they sing in Buddy’s school. 
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Mother has an Easter lily that she 
had meant to take to the church. She 
put white paper around the pot, and we 
had the lily on the dinner table. She 
used our pink and white china; the 
flowers on it are like apple blossoms. 

The robins in the trees sang while it 
rained; Mother said that they were 
having their Easter service. 
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Brightly { from the blue spring sky 
Shines the Easter morning; 
Lilies bloom along the way, 
All the earth adorning. 


Happy lambs upon the hills, 
Woolly white, are running, 


And their mothers, watching near, 


In the grass are sunning. 
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Little children, joyously 
Raise their voices, singing, 
And the sweet birds, joining in, 


Keep the music ringing. 


Blessed is the Easter day, 
God and nature blending, 

Teaching of the risen Christ 
And his life unending. 
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Little boy with tousled head, 
Time that you were out of bed! 


Can't you hear the robins call: 
“We're up! Cheer up! We're up 
all”? 


The sun has climbed ‘way up the 
sky— 

Why should you in your bed lie, 

When you hear the robins call: 

“We're up! Cheer up! We're up 

all”? 
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Rising sun on an April 
morn, 
Shining on orchards gay 
with bloom; 
Risen Christ in each soul 
newborn, 
Spreading glad life, like 


sweet perfume. 


Orchards, blossoms, and 
sunny day 

Sing that the stone has 

been rolled away. 
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The sun peeps out 
And seems to say: 
“Let God's love shine 
Through you to- 


day 


yy It rains at noon. 
I'm glad to know, 
Good thoughts will 
make 
My heart flowers 
grow. 


Sunshine and rain 
Hasten the spring. 

The risen Christ 

Does new life bring. 
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